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hinted that they fear the visitation of the feathered ghosts. I
confess I approve of the idea of apologising for the greedy
destruction of the Creator's minor efforts and I should like to
see a word of regret or explanation added to the family grace
before or after meals—some delicate compliment to the snowy
fleeced lamb, whose cutlets are on the table, or a murmured
recognition of the sporting flight of the wild duck—served with
slices of lemon and cayenne pepper. Who knows, it is more than
possible that tender words may make for tender flesh. In any
case if it did not soften their consistency it might soften their
lot. The unceasing massacre of the innocent for food is highly
reprehensible and a relic of barbarism. Civilization will not be
complete until meat diet is abandoned. I trust the next genera-
tion will see to it.
Hard water, sun and sea winds had scorched my complexion
and I remembered with satisfaction having visited chemists in
Tokyo and asked for " something for sunburn/* The pleasant
Japanese young man had supplied it, assuring me that I should
find it successful. So I dug into a suitcase and produced the
welcome flacon. I read the instructions. " One application of
our bronze sunburn cream put on at night and repeated next
morning is guaranteed to produce a rich chestnut colour rivalling
any natural sunburn. The tint has been specially manufactured
for blondes and in conjunction with fair hair and blue eyes is
most seductive."
Oh, the irony of it. I am not a blonde, my hair, what is left
of it, is not fair nor my eyes blue. All I had expected and I
imagined I had purchased it, was a little soothing ointment to
apply after shaving.
I eventually made a present of the pot and its contents to an
attractive girl on board another ship, who wore a scanty bathing
costume for the greater part of the day. It was entirely successful
except that there was not quite enough of the material, and one
legj from the knee down, remained, in contrast to the burnished
bronze of the rest of her, a pale anaemic pink.
To-night for the third time in 300 years the shrines and
temples of leyasu the first of the Tokugawa Shoguns were
illuminated and the deep shadows of the groves of Nikko, where
even the sunshine with difficulty penetrates, glowed with a
thousand lights. For days past young Shinto priests in long

